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he laughed.  ' I don't care what God we pray to, so long as
J'there is a God/ he said.  But you can come out of your
hole/'
They went into the hut. Gregor walked with great strides,
and the cossack hurried at his side, telling him the news :
"In Yelanska district Krasnoyarsk was the first to rise.
Two days ago a score of the Yelanska communists went to
arrest some cossacks. The Krasnoyarsk men heard of it,
got together and decided : ' How long are we going to stand
this ? They're taking our fathers, they'll be taking us next.
Saddle horses and we'll go and get the arrested men free/
Some fifteen fine lads were collected. They had only a
couple of rifles, some swords and pikes. They found the
communists resting in a yard at Melnikov, and poured into
the attack on their horses. But it was surrounded by a stone
wall, and they were beaten off. The communists killed one
of them, peace to his soul. But from that moment the end
of the Soviet regime was near, damn it! "
Gregor greedily ate the remains of his breakfast and went
with his friend into the street. The cossacks were standing
about in little groups at the corners as though the day was
a holiday. They went up to one group. The cossacks raised
their hands to their caps in greeting, and replied restrainedly,
staring expectantly and curiously at Gregor's unfamiliar
figure.
" He's one of us. Don't be afraid. You've heard of the
Melekhovs of Tatarsk ? This is Pantaleimon's son Gregor.
He came to me to save himself being shot/' the master said
proudly.
They began to talk, but just as one of the cossacks was
telling how the Reds had been driven out of Vieshenska
two horsemen appeared at the end of the street. They
galloped along, stopping by each group of cossacks, turning
their horses and shouting something, waving their arms.
Gregor waited eagerly for their approach.
" They're not any of our villagers. They're messengers
from somewhere," one of the cossacks remarked as he stared.
The two men rode up to the group. One of them, an old
man with sheepskin flung wide open, his face red and sweat-
ing, his grey hair hanging over his forehead, youthfully
reined in his horse and stretched out his right hand :
" Cossacks, why are you standing at the street corners